CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE
JETANIA
NORTHERN OCEAN 

DEPTH 2419 METERS
DARASTRIXI LONG RANGE MEDIUM CRUISER

“Who is he Oracle?” Loras asked.


Nilantha turned from the large potted plant that she had been trimming, one among the rows along the edge of the empty Promenade of the Archive of Knowledge and Hope. The Teleporter was on the other side of the row of plants sitting idle Loras saw. Nilantha brushed her hands together several times and looked at Loras.


“Who is who child?” Nilantha asked her.


“You know who I speak of Oracle. I…” Loras began to speak.


“Loras Ranev, my name is Nilantha.” She spoke reaching out to take her arm. “I am not The Oracle to you and I would ask that you use my name.”


Loras shook her head quickly. “I could not.” She said softly.


“Why? You wield far more influence among our people than I ever will Loras.” Nilantha told her. “You have ascended to a position that no female, Alpha or otherwise, has ever held among the packs here on Jetania.”


“Among the Mountain Packs perhaps, but not all of our people are like the Mountain Packs.” Loras said.


“Perhaps. Perhaps not.” Nilantha answered. “Those who resist change are the ones most likely to be swallowed up and passed by when that change occurs.”

“You… you say our people.” Loras spoke evenly. “But you are not one of us.”  


Nilantha smiled at her, her emerald eyes twinkling in the light. “I became one of you the day that I came to this world with your people Loras.” She spoke almost proudly. “And I would not change that for anything in the universe now. My people, the Darastrixi people, we were overbearing and arrogant at times because of the technology we wielded. We were also very rigid in our ways. We probably still are. Very much like the Pralor people once were. Being here among our people, among all of you, it changed me forever. I may not have Lycavorian blood in my veins Loras, but I am Lycavorian in every other manner one could possibly think.”

Loras stared at her for a long moment. “I suppose that is true.” She finally said. “How could… Nilantha how could all this exist?” Loras asked. “These images? These paintings and drawings?”


“Do you doubt what your eyes tell you?” Nilantha asked.


“I have never… I have never told anyone about my vision Nilantha. No one.” Loras spoke in almost a whisper. “I was… I was only nineteen years old.”


“And how many times did you have this vision?” Nilantha asked her.


Loras looked at her. “Three times.” She said softly. “The night… the night that pig Osrod claimed me. I was nineteen then and that was the first. The night Warim claimed me and…” Loras’ eyes grew slightly wider. “The night I gave myself to Hagoth for companionship. I was lonely and…”


Nilantha nodded her head. “And why do you think you have only had this vision three times?”


Loras shook her head. “I do not know.” She answered. “It was only those three times. Never again.”

“And how many men have shared your bed in that same time Loras Ranev?” Nilantha asked her. 


“There have been only… only three!” She gasped her eyes going wide as she looked at Nilantha realizing what she was saying.


“And what do you think this means child?” Nilantha asked her with a gentle smile.

Loras looked at her. “What… what you are suggesting is…”


“What do you think I am suggesting?” Nilantha asked with that twinkle in her emerald eyes. She took Loras’ hand in hers. “Let me ask a different question.” She said. “Lon gostina Aspion aside, for everyone knows you did not care for him, did you love Warim Ranev Loras? Truly love him? The same love that I see from your eyes in that painting for a man you have never met?” Loras looked almost embarrassed and she did not answer for fear of giving away her true feelings. Nilantha smiled for Loras’ silence told her all she needed to know. “You cared deeply for Warim Loras, this was obvious to everyone. Deeply enough to give him strong and healthy children and be a loyal wife and mate to him. But in your heart of hearts, in your spirit and resonance, did you love him completely?”


Loras finally shook her head as she met her eyes. “No.” She answered in a whisper.


“This young man in the painting, he was the reason?” Nilantha asked.

“Each… each time I had the vision was when I was taken by another… and what I felt was beyond anything that I have ever experienced.” Loras told her wistfully. “An aura that made me shudder in uncontrollable desire, but an aura that did not affect my mind. It did not cause me to… it did not cause me to lose control of what I wanted and revert to the base instincts of our people. It… it swarmed around me, protected me, and showered me with love so… so staggeringly powerful that I have always…”


“You have always held out a part of yourself in the hopes of discovering that one day?” Nilantha said.


Loras nodded her head. “Yes.” Loras looked at her. “You know who it is don’t you?” She asked.


Nilantha met her eyes and nodded her head after a few long moments. “I do, yes, and you know exactly who he is as well Loras Ranev. You have always known Loras. Since the day you entered this world child.” She told her softly smiling at her. “I know because of what Dadrien of the Mountain has told me when he has appeared to me, and recently the spirit of Sumar himself. And no, I will not tell you his true name for you already know his name. You have already had it whispering in your mind since you were a child. A powerful and honored name, with a rich and diverse history that goes back millennia.” 
Loras looked at the deck of the ship as that name popped into her head once more. The same name she had heard since she was old enough to remember. Loras lifted her head once more and looked at Nilantha. “Achilles.” Loras whispered the name.

Nilantha nodded her head and she took both of Loras’ hands in hers. “And I will tell you why you must never reveal this to anyone or let them hear you speak that name.”

Loras shook her head now. “No. I know why. I know… because if I know, I may do something to facilitate finding that… finding him before it is preordained. Before it was meant to be.”


Nilantha smiled once more. “Simply put… but essentially accurate, yes.” She said. “But there is also another reason, one far more sinister in nature that I will tell you now. You must understand Loras Ranev, the Mard Revik, the Tarivuos, his family, they care nothing for the trappings of power. They resist it at every turn of the clock. They want nothing to do with it. If it was within their power, they would throw it all away without a second thought. The entire family is like this Loras, the Tarivuos and the Mard Revik most of all. Yet this is the very same reason that so many follow them without question. Without doubt. You will see this for yourself in the coming days.”

Loras looked at her intently. “Those who do not wish power or control are most often the ones that can change the face of everything that we know Nilantha.” She said softly. 

Nilantha nodded her head. “Yes they are. There are those, even among their own Union, who do not want the Mard Revik and his family in power. They fear them. They fear the osan and ekino that they wield so easily. They wrongly believe that it should be theirs. Just as Osrod and those who follow him believe.” 
“War is coming isn’t it Nilantha?” Loras asked softly.

Nilantha shrugged her shoulders. “Again… perhaps and perhaps not. It will depend on what Osrod does I think. Those who follow the Mard Revik have fought injustice since their very inception. They will not tolerate it on any level. Slavery, the archaic abuse of our females in many ways, the ridiculous notion that half breeds are an abomination, all of these ideals they have fought and crushed beneath their boots as they have built their Union. If Osrod thinks to bully or cajole these men and women, he will find them to be very unreceptive and they will push back, violently if necessary. As I have told you before, any one of them is worth three or more of Osrod and his fools. Their training is brutal and sometimes deadly, yet they embrace it as part of who they are. It is part of who they are.”

“This Spartan culture you spoke of?” Loras asked.

Nilantha nodded her head. “Family, honor, love and their people. These are what matters most to the Mard Revik and those who follow him. That is where you come in Loras. You and your son and so many others that follow you.”

“Me?” Loras asked her with wide eyes. “Lazar? What do you mean?”

“The Mountain Packs are the closest to the Mard Revik and what those who follow him believe and how they act.” Nilantha said. “You will see this for yourself soon enough. They are unyielding in their core beliefs Loras. The true reason you must never speak of your vision to anyone besides me or Taris is because, should our enemies discover this, there are those who will do everything within their power to stop it, in their Union as well. Including but not limited to killing you.”

“But why?” Loras pressed her.

“It is simple really, what your son begins, you will seal forever.” Nilantha told her. “The day he enters this world you will feel him, this young man in your visions, and this will seal the unification of every Lycavorian in the universe as one. No matter where they may be.”

“You said he would be King.” Loras spoke softly.

“And one day he will be King. And you will be his Queen.” Nilantha spoke with a nod.

“I do not wish to be a Queen Nilantha.” Loras told her.

Nilantha chuckled softly and squeezed her hands tightly. “And you will have that in common, for he will not wish to be King.”

Loras rolled her dark eyes. “Carians allon coi sy malda.” She commented. (Gods this is so crazy)
Nilantha laughed softly and nodded her head. “It certainly is.” She said. “Do not fear Loras Ranev, the day that he comes for you is nearing. As I said, when he enters this world you will feel it, and he will feel you Loras. Even from across the stars. It is all he will feel, until the day he arrives here and claims you as his.” Nilantha said.

Loras Ranev felt a warm flush cascade through her body when Nilantha said that and it was wonderful to say the least. To know such love and devotion was something she had always dreamed of. She blinked several times as she realized what Nilantha had said and her eyes grew slightly wider now. “Enters this world?” Loras spoke softly. “Are you saying he has not been born yet?”


“Does this knowledge make a difference to you?” Nilantha said.


Loras shook her head without even thinking about it. “No. Why should it? Warim was a thousand years older than me.”

“Just know this Loras Ranev.” Nilantha said. “He will come for you no matter how long it takes, and nothing will stand in his way. Just as his father will be the one to insure that this happens and not even know it. This young man will take you and make you his and you will scream to the moon and heavens in happiness. He will worship you beyond anything that you can understand now. Just as his father worships his mothers. He will…”

“Nilantha how do you know all this?” Loras asked her. “How could you know all of these things?”


“The Etheric Realm is all encompassing Loras Ranev. It surrounds us everywhere.” She spoke evenly waving her hands all around her. “Every living thing is touched by it in some form or manner. However, the gene that allows those who can manipulate it, control it, this is beyond infinitesimal. That is why I was blessed by Dadrien and then Sumar in what they allowed me to see and share with them. They granted me this gift in a fashion. I am nothing when held to the Mard Revik and the Heralds and many of those within their family but I am able to sense flashes of immense power within the realm. The Pralor Sumar was the most powerful Etheric user in the entire universe until he passed on and his direct descendants have surpassed him in many ways because of the passion and emotion within them, that fuels them, and they will teach you and the others to experience this as well.”


“Are you saying all Lycavorians have this ability?” Loras asked stunned.


Nilantha nodded her head. “The Etheric ability yes. The Praetorian gene as they call it and the knowledge to recognize and use it, no?” She answered. “The gene is so rare that it is a wonder it still exists, and given what I know, no one among our people here on Jetania have it. We have had no interaction with anyone who carried this gene for our people left Lycavore long before Sumar ever went there. It is stronger within you, within Taris and Anoria, this Etheric resonance. A few others among our people here. That is why you and they are able to have these visions. I would guess that there are many more who have had such visions but are fearful to talk of them because of the society that Osrod’s bloodline has cultivated. One of fear and deceit and self-empowerment at the expense of others. The Lycavorians of the Union, they have long outgrown such childish tendencies. Their Union is vast Loras, trillions of lifeforms of countless species. Since the return of the Mard Revik to them, even before, they have worked to improve the lives of their people. All of their people. That is why they will not tolerate it.”


“They will force their ways upon us?” Loras asked defensively.


Nilantha shook her head quickly. “Oh no.” She replied squeezing her hands. “They will force nothing on any others, but they will choose not to interact with those like Osrod and any others who willingly think like him or follow him. If Osrod forces a confrontation, if he does something to provoke them, they will respond. Many of them, they are the foremost warriors in this galaxy Loras. They have fought since their inception and they are so very good at it. They have never started a war Loras, but they have finished them. Osrod Aspion will regret the day he joined this world if he acts in this way.”
  

The soft beeping alarm began to sound drawing her attention away from Loras and up towards the ceiling of this level.


“Nilantha?” Loras prodded her as she began to look around and see lights beginning to blink all up and down the seemingly endless level. “Nilantha what is going on. What is that noise?”

“Taris Ranev!” Nilantha hissed out just before Taris appeared beside Loras like a ghost with almost no sound, startling Loras to a small extent.


“I am here Oracle.” Taris exclaimed.


“Take my other hand child.” Nilantha spoke and Taris complied instantly. “Hold your breaths.” She said just before they were engulfed by the Teleporter and instantly appeared in another part of the enormous ship.


Loras was looking around in utter wonder at the transition and did not sense Taris break away from her. She took in the many screens and monitors and computer stations and kept turning until she saw Rylin and Omrad sitting at two different stations and Taris moving into a third. Two other stations were also occupied and filled by a young man and woman that Loras did not recognize. It appeared to be some sort of Control Center Loras thought to herself, like the bridge of a ship. Loras watched as Nilantha moved to a massive holographic image of the stars.


“Rylin, is that what I think it is?” She asked.


“We are checking Oracle.” Rylin answered as her hands flew over the controls in front of her. They were controls and computers that looked so foreign to Loras but that Rylin, Omrad and Taris were now using without thought.


“Contact confirmed!” Omrad declared finally. “Small transport craft! Still several hours away but…”

Nilantha turned to face him. “Omrad?”


He looked up at her with wide eyes. “I’m detecting a Phased Quantum Fusion power source Vomir.”


Taris looked up from her position. “I confirm that Oracle. A Phased Quantum Fusion drive.”


Nilantha looked confused. “That doesn’t make any sense.” She said quickly. “Such a small craft?”


“What is happening?!” Loras spat. “Quantum Fusion Drives are not possible! Even I know that! What you speak of is impossible.”

“This is the Oracle’s ship Loras.” Rylin spoke looking at her as her hands continued to work the console in front of her. “Would you have believed that this ship existed without seeing it for yourself? There are sophisticated sensor nodes scattered throughout the planetary sector designed to detect ships or personnel with advanced technology or Etheric abilities when they enter this area of space. These sensor nodes have detected such a ship entering the sector. The Mard Revik and Vada Tarivuos have very advanced ships and star drives Loras. They have come from the Alpha Quadrant.”

Loras’ eyes nearly exploded from her head when she heard this. “The Alpha Quadrant!” She gasped in disbelief.


Omrad shook his head now. “This ship is not showing up on sensors.” He stated quickly. “It triggered the Etheric detectors Oracle. It is hidden from even our sensors.”


Rylin looked at him. “Omrad, in order to trigger the Etheric sensors, the individual or individuals would have to be above Category Seventeen.”


Omrad nodded his head. “I know. I only telling you that it was the Etheric detectors and not the normal sensors that picked up the ship.”


Rylin looked at Nilantha. “Oracle… there are only a handful of Etheric users classified as above Category Seventeen. All of them are among the Mard Revik and his family. That would mean…”


“Omrad can you determine what Category?” Nilantha asked him.


“Based on the strength of the signal, Category Eighteen easily.” Omrad answered. “And there is more than one of them.”


“More than one?” Nilantha gasped.


“The Etheric Sensor Grid does not discriminate Oracle.” Omrad said. “You know this. Based on the strength of the signal there are at least two Category Eighteens on this ship and another two or three Category Seventeens.” 


“It is wrong.” Nilantha spoke once more shaking her head.


Loras looked at Nilantha now. “Nilantha? What is wrong?”


“Something isn’t right.” She said. “It is not enough.”


“What do you mean Oracle?” Taris spoke excitedly. “This means they are coming! We have detected one of their ships! Members of the Mard Revik’s family!”


Omrad shook his head. “No Taris. It is too small to be a scout ship. And we have always known they would arrive in great numbers with large ships, with the Mard Revik and the Tarivuos at the head of this fleet. This is something else and it involves members of his family.”

Nilantha turned slowly as she stared at the holographic star chart. “Something is not right.” She said again. Her head moved around looking at each of them and her emerald eyes came to rest on Loras. “And it centers on your son Loras.”

“Lazar!” Loras gasped aloud.

VENTORI

The clearing had filled with the PREMONITION, two STRIKER DTs, one KADEN transport, and at least a dozen highly pissed off dragons. Most of those dragons were, at the moment, attempting to keep two of them calm in the midst of their rage. Miath had been among the first to arrive on the scene, Mara only a few seconds behind him, both of them having detected the horrific emotions from their Bonded Ones. It had taken Torma, Isheeni and Elynth to keep them at bay, added support coming when Ryner and Ladur arrived on scene seconds later, and finally the whole of the Leonidas family on the planet descended upon the clearing. 
SPARTAN ONE had taken to the sky only a few minutes before and quickly jumped out of the system, engaging its Shroud Shield while it was climbing into the upper atmosphere. SPARTA'S WRATH was the only ship capable of tracking it for the few seconds it had been in the atmosphere and then it had jumped away, leaving no trail to follow. Aricia now rested on the ground, Atropos’s upper body in her lap while she stroked the head of her older brother, For'mya only a few feet away with Calyb in a similar position. Duewa was slowly moving her hands over Atropos’ upper body, the white glow of her healing power very active. 
The KADEN Heavy transport had been carrying the seventy-three Durcunusaan from the Reactionary Division on board the KINDRED SOUL when it diverted here at the first alarm that was sounded, and now those Durcunusaan troops had encircled the clearing on high alert while the medics among their group were moving among the bodies trying to save any of the twenty plus Ventori Lycavorians that had been gunned down. 
Those among the first to arrive would later comment that it was an eerie calm they all felt in the small clearing. All of the Leonidas family were standing very close to one another, all of them staring at the sky above where the STRIKER had disappeared from view, with Androcles, Dorian, Deion and Denali touching their father in some fashion as if giving him added strength. No one spoke, for their officers had been very clear in their orders, a Queen and two Princesses of the Union had been taken, and heads were going to roll for this fuck up. Unknown to the men and women now in the clearing, they had nothing to fear in the least, for the two men who they most feared would unleash their anger at this complete and absolute lapse in security, they only blamed themselves and no other.
Daniel Simpson however, he knew exactly what to do. He stepped off the ramp of the STRIKER before it had even touched the ground, Anuk and Nayeca exiting the ship right after him. Danny carried the large, cylindrical tube like item in his right arm as two Durcunusaan officers moved up to his position as his long legs carried him towards his brother. 

“General we…” The officer began to speak but Danny waved him silent.

“Captain… you lock this entire area down as tight as a virgin’s prize!” Danny hissed at the man angrily. “I want Durcunusaan on all four corners of a twenty kilometer box with this clearing as the center and I want it done five minutes ago! Once the corners are set, you pour as many troops into this box as you need to in order to sweep the entire grid. Turn over every anse stone! Look in every nubous cave! Under every bush! There are others in this box and I want them found! Including the ship that they came in on.”

“Rules General?” The Captain asked.

Danny stopped walking and looked at him. “Do I have to answer that question Captain?” Danny spoke. “Whoever they were they took one of our Queens and two of our Princesses! You move heaven and motherfucking earth and you make this happen!”

The man nodded his head and his chest swelled with purpose. “Consider it done, sir!” He barked before sprinting off in the other direction.

Danny felt the hand on his arm and he looked to his right to see Anuk beside him. She looked up at him with her cerulean blue wolf eyes, the tips of her fangs exposed just under her upper lip. “You find these men Daniel.” Anuk told him sternly. “You find them and you show them that what they have done was the biggest mistake they could have ever made.”

Danny drew her tight to his side, Nayeca pressing close behind her. Daniel and Nayeca knew how tightly bound Anja and Anuk were. They had been family and close friends for over two decades now and working closely together they had built the Union Medical Corp into the single largest, most advanced and most efficient organization of its kind in anyone’s history. As Daniel Simpson’s wives and mates, Anuk, Nayeca and now Kesyla were just like their beloved husband, and they were considered part of the Leonidas family and they were spoken of in the same breath.

“Help Duewa Baby.” Daniel told her as he leaned over and nuzzled her elven ear. “Calyb and Atropos trust you and they will listen to you. Do what you are good at and let me and Nubian do the dirty work.”

Anuk nodded and stretched up on her booted feet to kiss him lovingly. She turned quickly and jogged over to where For'mya sat with Calyb in her arms. Danny turned to Nayeca and her amber eyes lifted to meet his. “Keslya?” He asked.  


“Keslya is our wife and mate now and she is no fool Daniel my love.” Nayeca told him with a smile. “She knows what our skills are, she knows what we do, and she loves us more for it.”

Danny nodded his head. “I know.” He said softly. “I just don’t… I don’t want her to see what we do if we can avoid it.”


Nayeca smiled and kissed him now as well. “Do what you must.” She told him. “I will see about helping the Durcunusaan here to search the surrounding area. Reports are that they saw a body fall from the ramp before it lifted off completely. That means there has to be a body somewhere. Maybe we can learn something from it.”


Danny nodded and watched his beautiful Drow wife turn and moved for the nearest group of five Durcunusaan troops. She would take command of that group of men and women and they would go hunting. Nayeca Simpson was a Drow and a wolf, and while she was not a pureblood Drow as Lu'ria was, she had all of their skills and she was lethal. Daniel turned once more and looked back to the small gathering of Leonidas children standing around their father. It had grown by one he saw, as Murano had now arrived and he did not look in the least bit happy. He turned briefly as he heard another transport STRIKER come in low and he watched as it flared above the ground and set down gently and then Gorgo, Dasha, Dynina and Sarlana exited the craft. Once they had moved far enough away, it rose back into the air and sped off in the direction of Discovery Base. He turned back to where Martin stood and then covered the shorty distance to where Duewa was working on Atropos and Anuk was now scanning Calyb. He knelt on the ground at Atropos’ feet and he turned his head to look at him.


“They came from downwind Daniel.” Atropos spoke sitting up a little higher in Aricia’s lap. Lilika would arrive in minutes and take her place Atropos knew. “The opposite direction of where their ship was. Calyb detected them first. A hint on the wind when it shifted.”


Daniel nodded his head. “We didn’t expect this.” He spoke looking out over the clearing and the bodies. “This fucking stunt took a special kind of stupid to attempt.”


“They succeeded Daniel.” Atropos pointed out.


Danny met his eyes. “And now they are going to pay for that.” He spoke.


“How many Uncle?” Calyb asked now, for he was only a few feet from him. “There were twenty-nine in this group.”


Daniel shook his head. “Seventeen dead, five wounded if the reports are accurate Mandri. The rest must have already made it onto the STRIKER when they hit.”


“Their training is good.” Atropos spoke. “With only Calyb and I checking the perimeter at different times they got too close for us to react.”


“They shot you in the back Atropos! In the back with no warning!” Aricia gasped angrily. “They shot Calyb in the chest! If not for your armor you would be dead! They acted like nubous morons to do this!”


“Andro did warn us their arrogance was extensive sister.” Atropos answered her. “We should have left the normal security for Anja in place.”


Danny shook his head. “We will not second guess ourselves now! We all agreed that this was the way to do it.” Danny spoke now causing Duewa to look at him oddly. “We knew the risks. Martin and Anja most of all.”


“Our own arrogance and overconfidence is the reason for this.” For'mya hissed now. “Once the Svorag were defeated and Andro’s forces were here, we shifted our focus too quickly to helping others. This is the result.”


Duewa was no fool by any stretch of the imagination and she realized what they were all talking about. “Wait a minute!” She snapped. “You knew this would happen? You allowed Anja to be taken?!”


Danny glanced at her quickly and then back to Atropos. “Back to Discovery Base for both of you.” He ordered them. He lifted his hand as Calyb began to open his mouth to speak. “No discussions boy!” He growled. “We’ll take it from here and then make a plan! Your father and brother are on it and believe me, they are not taking this well at all.”


“Answer me Daniel!” Duewa barked again. “You knew this would happen?”


Danny met her eyes. “Duewa you are…”


“Go Daniel.” Aricia spoke now. “For'mya and I will answer her questions. Kinosaurgai is correct. We acted impulsively and with our own arrogance. That will not happen again.”


Danny nodded his head and rose to his feet immediately. As nearly everyone across the Union could attest to, the number of individuals who could walk right up to a gathering of the Leonidas family and act as Daniel did could be counted on one hand. Daniel Simpson was the most beloved Uncle of all the Leonidas children for he was their father’s Mard Fervon, and while Daniel would never admit it was so, Atropos and Andreus would say them same thing. He was family to them, and to those who bore the name Leonidas, family was all important.

When Daniel burst through the rank between Andro and Martin all heads turned to look at him as he jammed the end of the Mark Two Neural Booster into the ground and he looked at his brother.


“Do it fervon!” He snapped. “This is not what we expected but now we adapt! You let me handle this! You ain’t the only one that loves that fiery little, potty mouthed red head! There’s a whole lot of us who love her! Now you and Andro do your thing, find out where they are taking her and the others, and then let’s go kick us some ass! How long?”


“We will need at least an hour to focus and center on them Tenne.” Andro answered for his father.


“You got two.” Daniel said in reply with a nod. “Then we need to have Manda and Sa'sur fill everyone in before this gets out of hand.” He said no more and stepped back between father and son and kept walking towards where he saw a small ADHOC portable Command Table being set up. He didn’t need to say anymore he knew and now he would stop being brother to the King and become a General of Spartans. 


Which was also something the Coalition of Lycavorian States should not have set in motion.


Dynina was holding tightly to Gorgo and Dasha’s hands moving between them as she was, Sarlana in stride with the taller women on their right. Dynina was watching intently and she saw Martin and Andro kneel down before the strange item Daniel had thrust into the ground in front of them. She saw them lift their hands and place it over the clear, oval shaped crystal and she came to an abrupt halt when the blue/white pulse of Etheric energy erupted out of the tube like cylinder engulfing all of her family.


“Son vada carians!” Dynina gasped as Dasha grasped her other arm in reassurance.


“It is a Mark Two Neural Booster.” Dasha told her. “It focuses their power and allows Etheric communication over much greater distances. It is of Pralor design, something that Sumar built long ago. Surely you have seen one.”


Dynina looked at her and nodded. “We have… we have seen the designs for such a thing in the computers on Lorenu but we never built one because we had no one who could activate it.” She answered. 
“The Etheric realm is infinite as you no doubt know given your abilities.” Gorgo spoke. 

Dynina nodded her head. “Yes… but my abilities are passive in nature. They always have been. I have never actively been able to manipulate the Etheric realm such as this device would allow.”

“Martin discovered the first one on Earth many years ago.” Gorgo explained. “He used it to contact those within the Union. They were very limited in number until he discovered CS41 on our homeworld of Lycavore. On the ship he found a small warehouse of them. Martin had them placed strategically throughout the Union and in other areas in case of emergency. He and Androcles always travel with one or two however...”

Dynina looked at her. “What?”

Gorgo shook her head. “It… thinking about it right now, it just seems odd that Daniel would arrive here with one so quickly. Almost as if he expected they would need it.”
“All of you can use these devices?” Dynina asked.

Gorgo shook her head quickly. “Oh no.” She replied. “The only two individuals who can even activate one individually are right there. Only Martin and Androcles can activate and use them on their own, for only they possess the necessary Etheric power. However, the more of those in the connection, the stronger it is and the longer they can hold it” She motioned with her head as she saw her grandchildren crowd around their father and older brother, all of them linking their arms in some fashion with each other. Murano joined them as well, he and Deion standing beside one another. Gorgo urged Dynina forward. “Come Dynina… you are part of this family now as well and we always stand united.”

“Avoi.” Dasha spoke as they moved to join the small circle of bodies.

SPARTA'S WRATH


Armen looked up when his XO stopped at the chart table beside him, his face filled with questions. –Something XO?-

“May I speak freely Armen?” Taich asked.


Armen blinked several times as he stood to his full height, all of his attention on Taich. –I believe I have made this very clear to you- He answered.


Taich turned slightly and motioned the young officer over to the table now. “You know Lieutenant Commander Fancari of the Durcunusaan Forward Team?”
 

Armen nodded his head. –Yes-

Taich looked at the elven officer. “Show him what you showed me.” He said.


The Lieutenant Commander moved closer and plugged the data pad he was carrying into the chart table. “Sir, as you know, part of our duties as the DFT is the active monitoring of all family members and their location. It is updated every ninety seconds.”


Armen nodded once more. –Yes-

“When we arrived in system sir, that monitoring was expanded to include all of the family members in theater.” Fancari continued evenly. “Including the King and Queens. We do a Theoretical Threat Assessment every five minutes based on their current location and known possible threats. General Vengal was very specific in our duties and our training sir. They may not have direct Durcunusaan protection, as you know, all of them have refused it, but the TTA is still conducted.”


-Trying to protect those who do not want protection- Armen spoke. –I am aware of this trait among all of the Leonidas family, not just Androcles and his father-


Fancari nodded his head. “And we have learned to work around it for the most part sir.” He spoke. “The King and the Queens especially, but even Prime Minister Deia and Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha. They may not have direct Durcunusaan protection other than their Captains, but outside of their ships and the Royal Villa on Apo Prime and the Spartan Estate, there is always a Durcunusaan Strike Team within three minutes of their location no matter where they may be.”

-I am fully aware of the Durcunusaan’s standing ROE Lieutenant Commander- Armen answered him. -Is the Royal Family aware of this?-

Fancari looked confused for a moment. “No sir. General Vengal was very insistent that they be kept out of the loop so to speak. At least directly. Keepings tabs on the King and Crown Androcles is especially difficult because of their innate ability to discover and dump whoever is assigned to protect them.”


-Have you tried to adjust to compensate for this penchant of escaping their security- Armen said.


Fancari nodded his head. “Yes sir. No matter what we have done they always discover them within minutes and disappear.”


-Interesting- Armen spoke. 

Taich looked at the officer. “Just tell him what you told me son.” He spoke.    

 


The Elven officer nodded his head nervously. “Yes sir.” He plugged the data pad in to the chart table. “The Durcunusaan Strike Team uses code words sir. These code words are signals to engage or not in the event of a situation. Any situation.”


-I understand- Armen spoke.


“The DST was on standby in a Shrouded KADEN monitoring Queen Anja’s movements and shadowing SPARTAN ONE.” Fancari explained. He adjusted the information in the Chart Table and looked at Armen. “We were monitoring all COM traffic within the fleet sir, and we detected a single, highly encrypted COM burst to SPARTAN ONE three minutes before the DST received the code word that indicated Queen Anja would be returning to base.” Fancari adjusted the screen once more. “The DST acknowledged the code word and began returning to base as well. Ninety seconds later SPARTAN ONE shifted course without prior clearance or warning and moved to the location of these refugees. The DST called for confirmation, but the code word had not changed so they continued back to Discovery Base.” Fancari adjusted the Chart Table once more. “The DST Commander pushed further and he discovered the COM bust came nine minutes after it was discovered that this COLS transport had been lost while descending to the surface. When he…”

Armen held up his hand stopping Fancari. -The code word was sent from SPARTA'S WRATH-


Fancari looked at him with wide eyes. “Yes sir! How…?”

Armen reached across the Chart Table and touched the panel twice. Both Taich and Fancari watched as the faces of Admiral Sa'sur and Admiral Lorian appeared in the two small holo projections. 

“Armen?” Sa'sur spoke from the SCIMITAR. “Have you been tracking SPARTAN ONE?”

-We are receiving the signal clearly Admiral- Armen answered her calmly. -I believe we have another situation however-
“What’s that?” Sa'sur asked.

-It would appear that the Durcunusaan are more inventive and resourceful than King Martin and Androcles thought- Armen told her. -I have Lieutenant Commander Fancari in front of me now-

“Sibfla!” Sa'sur hissed in the holographic transmission. She was silent for a moment then looked at him. “We knew it wouldn’t last.” She spoke finally. “Armen, go ahead and fill the Lieutenant Commander in on our plan and inform him he can forgo any further investigation into the cause.”

“I told Androcles and Martin that Vengal was smarter and a lot more devious than what they thought. He trained the Durcunusaan too well.” Manda spoke from within the secure transmission. “Let them deal with the blowback. We have a job to do.”

“Agreed.” Sa'sur spoke. “Armen, we’ll meet you on the surface after Martin and the others have made contact. Given what happened, it’s time we start operating with them in the loop.”

-Agreed- Armen answered. 

Fancari waited until the transmissions had ended before looking at Armen. “Sir?” He asked. “With all due respect sir, you should probably explain what that was all about.”

Armen nodded his head. -Indeed-
SPARTAN ONE

COLS SPACE

TWO HOURS FROM JETANIA


After leaving two of his men in the cockpit with Endith and Tina, Lazar moved back into the passenger compartment of the STRIKER. The ship was utterly amazing and even though he knew nothing of its systems, he was thoroughly going to enjoy studying the ship to learn those secrets. He was trying to stay busy and he barely looked over to where those Sibot had captured were sitting on the deck. He couldn’t look, for the scent of the young, red haired half breed wolf was torture to his senses. No female’s wolf scent had ever set his senses into overdrive as they were when the sweet honey and mint aroma filtered to him. In the confines of the ship it was even worse for no matter which way he turned, it seemed to follow him and swirl around him. Lazar Aspion was no fool when it came to female wolves. Many had approached him hoping to win his favor and become his wife and mate. While none had succeeded in doing that, Lazar had no trouble finding a female to share his bed. While he did not know it, he was considered the most attractive of Osrod’s sons, and the most well equipped. He was also known as a very attentive lover among those he had bedded. 
Yet none had affected him as this half breed female had. 


There were cross species relationships on Jetania, though they were very few indeed and looked down upon in the worse possible way. Those few wolves involved in such a relationship were rarely allowed within the city limits of any city on Jetania. Most of those involved in the cross species relationships remained far from any Lycavorian city, barely forging their own existence, and unable to go anywhere else. No spaceport or ship would take them off world, and there was no place to go within COLS space where they would be accepted. All of these cross species relationships involved a Lycavorian and a member of the Krorr species. They were a red skinned bipedal species, very adept in engineering skills, and their females were prized among the male Knorr for their beauty and sensual nature. COLS had conquered their world many decades ago, and a handful of Alpha Lycavorians had taken their females as pets. All of them had eventually taken the Krorr females as their mates and even had children with them. When his great, great grandfather had seen what the children looked like he immediately banned all such interaction and chased those families away, sometimes violently. That he held back and did not kill them all outright surprised Lazar because he was not a man known for accepting the unknown. That they still existed was a testament to the survival nature of their Lycavorian mates and the resilience of the Krorr females. It was said that the Krorr females defended their husbands as viciously as any female Alpha and they did the same in return. Lazar didn’t know how many of them still survived, but contact with the Krorr species was kept limited, except to keep control of their world and the resources that they provided to COLS.


This red haired, green eyed female however, she was affecting him in a way that he had never experienced before.


Lazar could tell that the Lycavorian blood in her was purer than any he had ever smelled. Even his father’s blood did not match the scent that Lazar detected in the mother and daughter and the other petite female. Whatever other species they were, the Lycavorian blood within all of them was far more dominant. Lazar could tell that the mother had been turned, as had the second younger female, but the young red head had been born the way she was which made the wolf within her even more potent.

Lazar shook his head quickly as he moved out of the passenger area and into the rear of the ship where Rhaos was standing over the body of two of their men in what appeared to be a large pen area of some sort. There were two other, smaller areas like this across from them by the ramp but this is where they have moved the bodies. One of these bodies Lazar himself had killed in reaction to what he was going to do. Lazar had not been able to stop himself at that moment, every sense and nerve in his body screaming for him to protect the young half breed. 

And he had. Just not in a way he would ever have predicted.

“Rhaos?” Lazar spoke as he came up beside his oldest and closest friend. “What have you discovered?”

Rhaos nodded to him. “You will want to see this for yourself.” Rhaos spoke as he bent over and pulled back the blanket covering the body.

Lazar winced slightly when he saw the young COLS soldier. The hilt of the knife was buried fully into the meat of his lower jaw, his eyes open wide in a frozen expression of horrible death. There was very little blood that Lazar could see and he knelt next to the body with Rhaos beside him. He shook his head slowly. “May Sibot burn in the pits of jorbhe for allowing this.” He hissed harshly. 

“Avoi.” Rhaos spoke in agreement.

His emotions aside, Lazar’s keen soldier’s eye detected something odd and he reached up to gently push the soldier’s head higher. The hilt of the blade was so deeply imbedded in his flesh that it was pulling on the surrounding skin tightly. He glanced at Rhaos quickly. “The tiny one did this?” He asked in surprised.

Rhaos nodded his head. “I questioned each of the others in turn. All of them saw it. They said she whispered something to him just before she rammed that into his jaw. None of them saw her draw it, none of them saw her wearing any weapon.”

Lazar turned back to the dead soldier. “No half breed would have the strength to do this to a pureblood Rhaos.” He said finally looking at him. “All of our doctors and scientists agree that the Lycavorian blood would be too diluted to gain the strength and other benefits that our species has. We saw this in the Krorr females.”

Rhaos nodded his head. “That is what I said as well.” He spoke softly. “At first.”

Lazar returned his gaze to him. “What do you mean at first?” He asked.

“You know what I mean Lazar.” Rhaos told him. “We read the same teachings of the Oracle as we grew, or has your time around your father made you forget?”

Lazar glared at him. “I have forgotten nothing Rhaos!” He growled menacingly.
Rhaos reached up quickly and placed his hand on Lazar’s shoulder. “I know you haven’t my friend.” He spoke. “But ever since we got on this ship you have been acting odd. And it has to do with the younger half breed with the red hair doesn’t it?”

Lazar was silent for a long moment as he looked at the deck. He reached up and placed his hand on Rhaos’ forearm and nodded. “I can smell the wolf blood within her veins Rhaos. It is more dominant and more potent than any blood I have ever smelled before. Even from my father. It is… it is intoxicating Rhaos.”

“Estves reull tia sey terr hiper gur carry vada saan rie vada Allsknesi vorevor hel.” Rhaos spoke softly. “For henes gur tur cova osanas awyth camerra jar.” (Even those who have been turned will carry the blood of the ancients within them) (And they will be more powerful than any among us)
Lazar looked at him and nodded. “That is the phrase.” He spoke. “In much more general terms.”

Rhaos nodded his head as well. “I could not remember it exactly.” He said. “We both know the meaning however.”

“Are you saying these half breeds carry the blood of the Allsknesi in their veins?” Lazar asked him. “The blood of those from a homeworld that most of our people now believe is only a myth?”

“I’m saying that no half breed should be able to do this.” Rhaos spoke motioning to the body. He reached down and unceremoniously wrenched the knife from the soldier’s jaw. There was a sick sound of the wicked looking five-inch blade being withdrawn from flesh and then Rhaos held it up. “Yet that tiny thing back there had the strength to overpower a pureblood and his attempts to stop her and drive this into his jaw. And he did try to stop her according to what the others say. He failed.” Rhaos looked at him. “Sibot was beating her savagely when we got here Lazar. No half breed could stand a beating from Sibot of all people, nubous igord that he was. They would have died within the first few blows. She did not. And you saw after, what the young one did?”

Lazar nodded his head. “The light from her hands and then her wounds were healed.” He said. “I have never seen something like that before.”

“Your father sent Sibot out here with a different mission Lazar.” Rhaos spoke. “A very different mission than what he told you. Which leads me to believe he knows more than he is telling us. More than he is telling anyone. And now three of our crew are dead and probably Laon and the rest of our crew as well.”

Lazar looked at him. “We don’t know that.” He said quickly.

“Look around you at this ship Lazar. It is obviously set up for long range travel. Small quarters on either side of the cockpit, the main area with eating facilities and couches. These pens back here, perhaps for cargo or those beasts. What appears to be some sort of medical bed across the cabin there. This ship has technology and equipment that we could not begin to even understand yet they operate it at will without thinking. She may be tiny and a half breed, but she is obviously someone of great importance.” Rhaos said. “At least the four of them are. The three half breeds and I don’t know the species of the fourth, but they are all important. The Betas do not matter in the larger scheme of things. I did not know any even survived on that planet. No one did.”

Lazar shook his head. “The pilot said she was a Queen.” Lazar told him.

Rhaos shook his head. “What kind of Alpha would make a half breed his wife and mate?” He asked. 

“You can sense her aura just as I can Rhaos.” Lazar spoke.

Rhaos nodded his head. “Yes, I will admit that.”

“My grandfather… he must have left the Betas and Omegas here to die.” Lazar said softly. “There have been rumors that this is what he did, but no one ever confirmed it or spoke of it.”
“You saw how the pilots of this craft reacted when the small one spoke to them. They did not blink or question her orders. Small she may be, but I will admit that this half breed is an Alpha female with an aura that equals or exceeds many of the Alpha females on our world and she wields power and influence Lazar. If someone took your mother, if they beat her senseless, what would you do?” Lazar met his eyes and Rhaos saw the look in those dark eyes. “Yes, I thought so. Exactly what any of us would do.”

“What are you suggesting Rhaos?” Lazar asked.

“If we turn them over to your father as Sibot intended, they will disappear Lazar.” Rhaos spoke. “You know that as well as I do. If they are important as I believe they are, as I think you believe they are…” Lazar turned and looked at him intently but did not deny Rhaos’ words. “We risk retaliation from these Lycavorians and their advanced weapons and ships if we allow your father to have them. Nasso can boast all he likes, but we saw the ships in orbit of that planet Lazar. We saw the troops and the sinuova beasts. Do you wish that unleashed upon our people? The ships alone could lay waste to the whole of Jetania’s Home Fleet with little effort.”

“And again… I asked what are you suggesting?” Lazar asked again. “We cannot just offer an apology for our actions Rhaos. That idiot Sibot killed the woman’s son! He killed her fervon! Her Tenne!”

Rhaos held up the knife. “Then I suggest you get control of what this young half breed makes you feel within your blood and try to find a way out of this for us.” He spoke. “Your mother and Garget will not be happy in the least that we may have brought the doom of our people down upon them and this young half breed is going into Phase, and it is stronger than many of our females’ experience. I can smell it on her. She is suppressing it very well, better than any female I have ever seen, but it will begin to affect our men if we do nothing.”

Lazar took the knife slowly and nodded his head. “On that we agree.” He said. Lazar glanced back towards the main portion of the cabin. “How is it not affecting you Rhaos?”

Rhaos shook his head quickly. “I can smell it my friend and it is affecting me, but for some reason it is affecting you more than us and I don’t know why that is. Somehow she seems to be unconsciously directing it completely at you.”

Lazar took a deep breath. “Let’s get some answer Rhaos.” He spoke as he rose and moved in that direction.
With Tobia and Mari helping, they had gotten Anja onto one of the couches in the main area of the STRIKER and now they sat quietly, Retta stroking her mother’s cheek, Anja’s head resting on her leg. They had remained silent, watching as the soldiers moved about the interior of the STRIKER’s main cabin area, investigating the advanced technology that surrounded them, but none of them with the courage to touch or push any buttons or switches. Two of their number were in the cockpit of the ship, leaving five in the rear of the STRIKER, not including the two Alphas that were further back in the dragon pen that Torma and Isheeni normally occupied. All five of those young Alphas had looked towards Retta and Mari on more than one occasion and it was beginning to make Tobia nervous. Tobia could finally stand it no more and she reached for Mari and Retta in the Etheric connection being very careful to shield their conversation.


[Why do they keep looking over here?] Tobia asked. [It is making me nervous.]

[It is me.] Retta answered quickly. [I am coming into my first Phase and they can smell it on me.]


Tobia looked at Retta. [Your first Phase?] Tobia asked her calmly. [What does this mean Retta?] 

[Mother!] Mari exclaimed. [Please!]

Retta hid her smile. [It is alright Mari.] She spoke evenly. [I am not ashamed of what I am. Every female wolf goes through it Lady Tobia. A time of instinctual fertility I guess you could say. When the female hormones to mate are almost too powerful to resist. During this time, females put off increased pheromones in their scent to entice males. This is my first Phase and the first is always the strongest. Lycavorians in the Union have evolved and learn to harness their passions during these times. It is apparent that these wolves have not.]

[They are acting on instinct when they smell Retta and I mother.] Marti told her. [Deion told me since I am newly turned, it is almost like a First Phase for someone born as a wolf like Retta. But they also smell Deion on me, in my blood, and it confuses them.]


[Why?] Tobia asked.

[Because from what I can smell, none of these fools have an aura even remotely close to what my father and brothers project. Or many of the Alphas in the Union for that matter.] Retta answered. [I swear on the gods, if one of them pulses me I will rip his eye balls from his skull and hand them to him!]
[You will do no such thing young lady!] Anja’s voice joined the conversation and all of them turned to see Anja open her jade green eyes and slowly sit up on the couch.

[Mother!] Retta exclaimed reaching for her as Anja groaned softly.

[I’ll live.] Anja told her as she grimaced slightly. [A little sore for sure, but I am ok.]
[Medwaw, he was hitting you so hard.] Retta protested. [He…]

Anja took Retta’s hand in her own and squeezed. [I’m ok, baby girl.] Anja spoke looking at her daughter with a half smile. She was very tender in many spots and she knew that if she still felt this way, then the bruising would be extreme. [Your father has always said I have a hard head. I guess this just proves that.]
Retta’s eyes narrowed at this comment from her mother. [That is not what father meant and you know it.] She spoke.

Anja grinned gently. [I know. The bruises Retta? Did you remove them all?]
Retta nodded her head knowing what her mother was asking and why. [I used a slow acting pulse. They will be gone completely in another few hours.]

Anja nodded slowly. [Good. If your father saw them…?] Anja shuddered ever so gently. [I don’t want to think of what he would do.]

[He already knows what was done to you mother.] Retta said. [I could sense his rage even in the brief time he touched us.] 

Anja nodded once more. [I know… but your mothers and I can control and urge him enough to not lay waste to everyone.] She answered as she let her eyes drift around the interior of the ship. [They have made no attempt to communicate with you?] She asked.

[No.] Retta answered.

[This is not exactly how we expected this to go Anja.] Tobia spoke now. [Them shooting all of those people. Calyb and Aricia’s brother.]

[I know.] Anja said sadly looking around the interior slowly. [Where are the others?]
[Two are in the cockpit with Endith and Tina Lady Anja.] Mari answered instantly. [Ever since we lifted off. The last two are in the rear at the dragon pens.]

[Where is that big tukannupaee that used me as a punching bag?] Anja asked lifting her hand and rubbing her neck.

[He was not the one in charge.] Tobia added quickly.

[What?] Anja looked at her.

Tobia shook her head. [The male who is apparently in charge threw him out the back of the ship in rage as we were leaving. The ramp was still open and he just tossed him out the back in anger.]

[Anger?] Anja pressed.

[He was not happy about what the man had done mother.] Retta continued. [He… he also…]

[What?] Anja asked looking at Retta.

[When I broke free and injured the one holding me, and then I went to you, he shot the Alpha who attempted to shoot me in the back.] Retta answered. [They moved his body into the back with the one you killed.]

[I do not believe he expected his men to act in such a way.] Tobia commented. [I don’t know how high up we were when he tossed him from the ship.]
Anja shook her head. [It won’t matter.] Anja replied softly. [As soon as Martin, Andro or one of our family or the Durcunusaan smell my blood on him, he is a dead man. Tobia I am so sorry for getting you and Mari involved in this. We did not expect…]
Tobia shook her head quickly. [Murano, Mari and I agreed to this Anja.] She replied. [I may not be used to how things are done among your people, but there was no reason to believe it would be something like this. This is not your fault. This seemed like a feasible way to gather the Intelligence that we needed.]
[The one who is the leader was very angry Anja.] Mari spoke. [The big man who was hitting you, the leader was beating him just as badly and he was not holding back. That fool was saying something about his father and what he wanted and the leader was screaming back at him.]
Anja looked at her. [Really.]
[Mari is right mother.] Retta spoke. [I do not think he was aware of what this man was doing. They were not together. He showed up after that pig took you by surprise and began beating you. His actions were…]

Anja turned her head to her daughter. [Baby girl?] She spoke affectionately.

Retta met her eyes and Anja could see the struggle going on within her because of the wolf blood in her veins. Every Leonidas daughter had experienced it so far. Their father’s blood was so pure that it actually enhanced the sensations from the normal Coming of Age Fever for Lycavorian and turned females to the point of barely being able to control it. For some reason it was more pronounced in Eliani and Retta than Normya or Carina or Zarah, and Anja suspected it had something to do with the Hadarian blood in their veins. Retta’s Coming of Age Fever was also arriving sooner than they had expected because the Alphas in this ship were radiating their auras without regard and Retta was feeling it against her Etheric shields. 
[Retta?] Anja asked her again.
Retta took a deep breath and nodded her head. [I am holding it back mother.] She spoke. [I will be fine. The one…] She looked at her mother. [The Alpha who is the leader… his aura is so strong medwaw. So pure.] Retta shook her head to clear her thoughts. [His actions were enraged. He had no idea his men were going to attack us as they did.]

Anja sensed there was more to it than just that and she stared at her daughter for a long moment. That was how long it took for her to see through her daughter’s brave façade and take note of how much this Alpha was affecting her. Anja knew from experience there were very few Alpha males alive who had enough purity of blood to affect a Leonidas daughter even during their Phase, and those like Anja herself, For'mya, Dysea, Sadi, Ne'Veha or any female mated to a Leonidas were practically immune to all but the most powerful of auras once they had been claimed by a Leonidas. This Alpha obviously was having an effect on her daughter and it was telling, which meant this young Alpha was very powerful and his blood was very pure. Anja could sense that these Lycavorians did not maintain control of their male auras to the extent of males within the Union. This could only mean that they were so used to using them they didn’t really take notice, or it was common for them to use their auras as Chetak and his ilk did when it came to the females. Or a combination of both. Whatever the reason, it did not sit well with Anja that Retta was experiencing this.

Retta squeezed her mother’s hands tightly as if sensing what was going through her mind. [I will manage mother.] She spoke confidently. [Eli, Nara, Sadi and Eirene gave me pointers to help contain it. I can do this.]

Anja nodded her head. [I have no doubts. Draw from me if you need too.]

Retta nodded her head. [When do you think father will try to…] Retta saw her mother’s jade green eyes grow slightly wider and then fill with unabashed love and desire. Seconds later she felt it as well as her father’s staggering aura rushed through the Etheric Realm and engulfed them both. The connection was overwhelmingly powerful and Retta realized all of her siblings and Murano were also included causing a bubble of Etheric power that was unmatched in the history of the Lycavorian or Pralor people. 

[Lover!] Anja gasped out wistfully.


[Murano!] Tobia gasped as well now as she felt Murano’s Etheric resonance reach for her. Tobia felt Deion reaching for her daughter and his wife and mate and for a long moment it felt as if everything was just as it was supposed to be. Retta smiled to herself as she felt first her brother Androcles reach for her and then the rest of her siblings to include her twin Calyb who had joined the Etheric communication from Discovery Base.


[Calyb!] Retta almost cried out in joy.


[I am ok arande.] Calyb spoke to his twin. Retta knew she could never hide anything from her twin and it was no surprise when Calyb instantly detected her increased physical and emotional state. [Retta?] He questioned.

[I am fine fervon. You are the one who they shot!] Retta reassured him.


[Use what we showed you sister.] Eliani now commented for she could feel Retta’s anxiousness and the why of it.


[I already am.] Retta replied to her older sister.


[Jonia hara?] Retta heard Andro's deep soothing voice in her mind and even as the Etheric resonances of her siblings surrounded her, she felt Andro reach even further and caress her senses in a way only an older brother could, putting her completely and utterly at ease. [You remember who you are and where you come from sister.] Andro told her. [And the blood that flows in your veins.]


Retta felt her chest swell with love and purpose and she nodded. [I will.] 


[Red, what is your status?] Martin asked her.

[They have us in the main portion of the cabin with the female Betas from Ventori.] Anja answered immediately. [I only just woke up Lover, but Tobia, Mari and Retta say they do not appear very well organized, like they are just winging it. Two men with Endy and Tina in the cockpit.]


[Anja… are you ok?] Martin spoke now directly to her and everyone knew it.


Retta saw her mother smile and nod her head as his resonance once more swept through her. [I’m a little sore Lover, but I am good to go. It was my fault Martin. When I saw Calyb get hit I just lost it.]


[Well… we did not think they would do something so utterly stupid mother, so the blame is not yours. It is ours.] Andro spoke now. [Father and I should have seen it coming.]


[And I will tell you what we always tell your father when he wants to take the blame for everything Keto.] Anja replied instantly. [Neither of you is infallible Androcles and we all make mistakes. This is not something that you or your father can claim ownership of, this was something that we all missed.]


[Your mother is correct Androcles.] Tobia spoke now. [We all agreed to this plan and we all knew the risks. The loss of life was unnecessary and brutal and they knew it, and this gives us some insight as to at least a portion of their people. It will need to be addressed at another time for it cannot go unanswered. Right now however, right now we are accomplishing what we wanted to do in the first place.]

Tobia heard Andro chuckle in the connection. [Lady Tobia, you have spent too much time around my mothers. You sound just like them.] He told her.


Tobia beamed at this response. [Thank you Androcles.]

[Anja… can we assume that your additional security is uncompromised?] Martin asked.


Anja nodded her head. [Yes.] She answered now. [They would have brought them out by now if they had found them.]

[Any idea on where you are going?] Martin asked.


[The tracker Endy installed doesn’t work?] Anja asked in return.


[It’s working fine, I just wondered if you had an idea of where they might be taking you. They left their ship in orbit with over a hundred personnel onboard. That doesn’t include the ones still on the surface.] Martin spoke. [It seems like there are two agendas moving here, and they are going in opposite directions if what you told me is true.]


[Alvva… I could smell no hostility towards us from this man who is the leader or the other one with him. They both entered the ship after events had already taken place and were very angered.] Retta spoke.


[I agree with Retta, Martin.] Mari spoke for the first time now. [They were not prepared for what they discovered and were enraged beyond normal. He stopped the man from striking Anja further and was screaming at him about killing their own people. Then he tossed him out of the back of the ship as we were taking off. He also killed one that was going to assault Retta when she injured him.]

This information caused Martin to become silent for a long moment. Almost too long to suit Anja and she fidgeted on the couch. [What are you thinking Lover?] She asked him finally. Retta watched her mother’s eyes looked beyond her and she turned her head as the two Alphas they had seen move in to the Pen area of the STRIKER came from the back and began moving directly for them. [Martin… we need to go.] Anja spoke quickly.


[Red wait!!] Martin began to speak but he could not stop the Etheric transmission from collapsing in upon itself as Anja Leonidas severed the connection, Retta, Tobia and Mari quickly following suit as the two Alphas stopped in front of the knee high table across from them.


Lazar stood there and looked at them for a long moment and he suddenly realized that the young woman with the reddish brown hair was the daughter of the woman with the black hair who sat beside her. He had not detected the similarities in their scents until just now. There was no mistaking the connection between the two red haired women on his left, that was just not possible. The scent was there and the physical traits were so close that there could be no other realization.


Lazar settled his eyes on the older female. Her scent told him that she was at least two hundred years older than him, perhaps slightly older. Her honey scent was saturated with the mint scent of the Alpha who had obviously turned her and that mint scent was more powerful than even his father who was the largest and strongest of the Alphas on Jetania. He had never smelled the scent of an Alpha so embedded in the blood of a female as it radiated from this one. The armor she wore conformed to her petite body like a second skin and Lazar took notice of the large breasts, tightly muscled legs and near perfect waist and ass. Her face was flawless; though faint bruising could still be seen from the beating Sibot had given to her. His blows should have fractured the bones in her face and jaw but only succeeded in cutting her skin and lips. Lazar realized this may have had a part in why he was hitting her so hard. It did not appear to him that he was hurting her and stupid fool that he was, Sibot never stopped to consider why her scent was so much more powerful than any other Alpha female they had ever encountered. Her full lips, stunning jade green eyes and Persian red hair were something that he had never seen on a female before and combined with her obviously deeply tanned skin, this made her one of the most incredibly beautiful woman he had ever seen next to his own mother. This Alpha female actually rivaled most of the Mountain Pack females in that regard, including his mother. 

Lazar kept his composure as his eyes turned to the younger female and he tried to breathe evenly as close as he was to her. He was barely able to fight down the fire that burned in his blood being so close to her and the urge to take this exquisite young female Alpha and claim her as his mate was very nearly overwhelming. Her hair was nearly the same color as her mother, but her eyes were a darker green. As with her mother, the armor she wore conformed to her lithe body with every contour, and there were many of those. Her breasts were not as large as her mother’s by any means, but they appeared high and quite firm under the armor. She had high cheekbones and sensuous lips that quivered slightly at the corners as she gazed at him with those angry dark green eyes. Her lush hair was long, like her mother, and tied into a single pony tail that cascaded over one shoulder. Staring at those eyes almost made Lazar lose himself in their magnetism, as the flecks of yellow gold flickered among the dark green background.

Lazar pulled his eyes away quickly when he felt Rhaos move up beside him and he centered them back on Anja. He held up the bloody R4 Hybrid Fighting knife that Anja had carried for decades and he slowly lowered it to the knee high table in front of them. He also took note that not one of the four women even flinched when he lifted the knife to show them and then set it on the table. These women were not afraid of him or Rhaos, that much was very obvious. 

Lazar held his finger on the knife for a moment before standing back up. “You killed one of my men with this knife.” He told Anja meeting her eyes. “I want to know how you did this, how your daughter healed you so quickly, who you people are and where you come from.”

“That is an awful lot of demands from a man who kidnapped me and my friends, killed our people, stole my ship and is now holding us hostage.” Anja responded to him. “You must think pretty highly of yourself for killing helpless men and women.”
Lazar seethed as he looked at her. “I did not give those orders!” He snarled angrily. “He disobeyed my orders and went off on his own!”

Anja shook her head quickly. “If he was your crewman, then you own his actions!” Anja popped right back at him, the pilot’s words from the cockpit ringing in Lazar’s head. She had said almost the exact same thing. “You can’t just dismiss them as if they didn’t happen! He shot my son and his uncle as if they were nothing more than animals! He shot those people, our people as if they were just animals!”

“He was not following our orders woman!” Rhaos jumped in now stepping forward slightly and pointing his finger at Anja. “And you would do well to watch your tone with us. You will answer our questions!”
Anja looked at him as she came to her feet. “You and your partner here don’t frighten us Mister Big Bad Alpha Lycavorian!” Anja quipped at Rhaos. “For pen arne sey un neval forn sibfla forn ronnus! All of you are just walking around dead men for what you have done! You just don’t know it yet!” (And I don’t have to tell you shit you bastard)

Lazar’s eyes opened wide at her obvious fluency in their language. The dialect was one he had heard before, but the meaning of the words was the same no matter the dialect used by the different packs. This female’s dialect was one he had heard used only three times in his entire lifetime of three hundred plus years, all by Mountain Pack Elders who had made the trip from Ventori all those millennia ago and to this day hated his grandfather for removing them. It was said to have come from the homeworld of the Lycavorian people. A homeworld that most now thought was nothing more than a myth as he had told Rhaos. How could this tiny female know that dialect? 

Rhaos lifted his finger again to point it at her and Anja brazenly slapped his hand away watching as Rhaos’s eyes grew wide in stunned shock. “You point that finger at me one more time boy and I will give you your hand back minus one digit.” Anja snarled viciously, this time her jade green eyes changing to that of the wolf within her and her dual wolf fangs exploding from her gums to become fully exposed. “And you can stop pulsing me with that pitiful little aura you got. The wolf who claimed me and made me his wife and mate smells way better than you ever will, and he has got far more than you ever will hanging between his legs. Your aura doesn’t even come close little boy.”
Lazar glanced quickly at where Retta stood and he saw those same savage looking dual fangs exposed on her and the other younger female, as well as those large dark green eyes now heavily filled with yellow gold flecks of color.

“Upaee!” Rhaos gasped as he stepped forward quickly, his anger rising to the forefront. Rhaos was an emotional wolf yes, but he was not one that would strike a female for any reason. His Mountain Pack mother and father would see his hide tanned for taking part in something like that. Rhaos had only thought to make the much smaller female Alpha back down in fear and instead did the complete opposite. 
Lazar reached out and put his hand on Rhaos keeping him from continuing. “Enough Rhaos!” He spoke. “You will no more strike this female than I would. Our mothers taught us differently.” Lazar turned his eyes on Anja. “He was under my command, you are correct. And I am responsible for his actions, whether I ordered them or not.” He spoke trying a different tact with this female. One that he used when speaking with his mother who was Matriarch of the Mountain Packs and held in the highest regard by all wolves of the Mountain Packs. Even the males. He did not know who this female half breed was, but she was obviously someone of great importance given her mannerisms and the treatment of her by the others, and her female wolf aura surpassed any Alpha females he associated with by a very wide margin. Only his mother and Rylin came close to this female and they were purebloods. 

“That man, Sibot, he was an agent for my father.” Lazar spoke. “King Osrod Aspion.” Lazar thought perhaps the mention of his father and title would somehow impress these females but he couldn’t have been more wrong as attested to by Anja’s next comment.

“Eana terit medwan coi a revik nubous amlian.” Anja snarled instantly. (Then your father is a king fucking idiot)

“He is King of the Coalition of Lycavorian States!” Rhaos snapped still smarting from the challenge to his manhood that this female had laid down on him.

Anja looked at him and rolled her wolf eyes. “You can call him whatever you want but he is still a fucking idiot.” Anja barked. “To try and kidnap people from a force that is obviously far more technologically advanced than yourself and then kill men and women under their protection? I don’t know what Academy of Military Tactics you went to, but where we come from that is called just plain nubous piegn.”
Lazar looked at Anja now. “What… what will happen to my ship and crew?” He asked. “What will your people do to them?”

Anja Leonidas met his eyes. She had always considered herself a good judge of character and something in his scent and his Etheric resonance told her that this young man was very honorable and had a good heart. He was trying to reach out to her, communicate with her and try to make her see he did not have anything to do with what Sibot did. Anja had already made that determination; however, she was not going to be tricked or manipulated in a direction she did not want to go. Anja also detected something from this tall, young wolf that made her worry as well. He was very tall, easily matching Androcles in height and he was powerfully built, but his Etheric resonance was active and not used. Anja doubted he even knew what he could do if he applied himself. The problem she saw was that his male aura, nearly on a par with Jomann from what she could sense, was calling out for Retta in a way he had never experienced before and it was confusing him. He was holding his aura back by force of will, but he obviously did not understand why her daughter affected him so.
“If they… if they do not resist they will be taken in to custody and held until such time as contact is made with your government for their release.” Anja finally answered him.

“And if they resist?” Lazar pressed her.

“Then they will die.” Anja stated flatly. “Especially after what you have done. Now if you turn this ship around and take us back I’m sure we could figure something out.”

Lazar shook his head even as Rhaos laughed contemptuously. “Go back?” He gasped.

“We cannot go back.” Lazar spoke. “Not now.”
Anja shrugged her shoulders. “Then whatever happens will happen. They live and die on their own now.”

“That does not seem to bother you very much.” Rhaos spoke almost defensively.

Anja turned to look at him, her jade green wolf eyes flashing in anger. “You midaeus come to Ventori, one of your men shoots my son and one of my dearest friends in the back, your other toy soldiers here kill over a dozen men, women and children and then you kidnap the rest of us! You really expect me to give a fuck about your people?” 

Rhaos inhaled sharply, his anger growing even more and Lazar touched his arm in order to calm him. “You try my patience woman!” Rhaos barked.

Anja grinned at him, baring her dual wolf fangs once more. “What are you going to do boy?” She snapped. “You going to grab me and try to hurt me like you grabbed Mari and yanked on her hair until it caused her pain? You caused her pain fool, and when my son Deion finds you, he will make certain you pay for doing that!”

“I did not want to do that!” Rhaos hissed. “We needed your pilots to do what we told them! They forced me to act in such a manner!”

Anja shook her head. “That might be ok in your world pal, but it’s not ok in our world.” She told him harshly. “You inflicted pain on the wife and mate of a Spartan. That does not go unanswered. Ever.”

“I do not fear your son!” Rhaos spat. “No half breed could defeat me!”
Anja laughed. “Deion Leonidas is no half breed fool.” She told him causing Lazar’s eyes to cut sharply to where she stood and go wide. “He is a pureblood Alpha and he will wipe the floor with your ass but you are just too stupid to know it!”

“You try my patience woman!” Rhaos barked.
“And you don’t scare me worth a damn!” Anja retorted. 

Rhaos, for all of his upbringing and calm, he could no longer tolerate it and with a growl of anger he lifted his hand to strike Anja. Lazar’s eyes went wide and he reached for his friend’s arm, but was far too slow.
Events may have shattered their initial plan but Anja Leonidas was determined to get the upper hand back. Anja moved far more quickly than Rhaos would have thought she could and she batted his arm aside with her right hand like swatting a fly. Stiffened fingers of her left hand drove forward like the thrust of a knife and struck Rhaos squarely in the throat with enough force to bring him up short and cause his eyes to bug out of his head. While he was staggering back, Anja’s right hand snatched the R4 Fighting Knife from the table and then she snapped it forward in her fist. Rhaos’ eyes grew even larger and he screamed in pain as Anja buried that knife in his shoulder. Rhaos began to fall and Anja leaped onto him to press her attack, riding his body to the deck.
“Niob!” Anja screamed out the word.

Lazar was too stunned to react quickly when the petite female attacked. He had never seen a female move with such precise military movements and training. He heard Rhaos scream in pain and this is what shocked him out of his surprise. As his own senses began to act, Lazar Aspion became the first to feel the wrath of Retta Leonidas.

This Alpha wolf was so very gorgeous, and he smelled more delicious than Retta had ever found in a wolf. His scent made her blood burn nearly out of control and only the teachings of her sisters and Andro allowed her to suppress her raging hormones and act. The take down was perfect, the movements almost perfectly in sync as Retta swept her leg forward and then back, hooking her ankle around the back of the much taller Lazar’s leg even as her mother Anja was dropping onto Rhaos’s chest. Retta brought her right hand across her body and hit Lazar square on the edge of his jaw with the heel of her palm in a perfectly timed Heel Strike. Lazar was unprepared for the force or the strength that the blow carried and it snapped his head around painfully even as he began to fall with Retta’s body weight dropping on top of him. The air rushed from his lungs as he hit the deck with all one hundred and nine pounds of Retta’s firm, lush body dropped on his chest. Retta nearly lost it right there, her beautiful green wolf eyes going wide when she felt the broad, hardness of his chest against her firm, medium sized breasts and then the bulge of his huge manhood pressed against her lower abdomen. With a supreme effort she reigned in her female hormones even though his scent was driving her mad and she lifted her hand, activating her healing power and she grabbed the space between his neck and shoulder. 
“Pen brol sorgur.” Retta spoke to him as Lazar’s eyes grew wide in agony and he felt enormous pain lance through his upper body. Lazar’s whole body went rigid as the dreadful pain moved outward from where she was touching him. It was so intense that he could not even lift his other hand to push her away. The muscles in his thick neck were bulging outward in misery, straining under the effects of his muscles wanting to rip through his skin. Retta released her grip on him as thin red and blue lines began to stretch outward from where her fingers had first touched him, the blood in his veins feeling like it was boiling inside his body. It was a pain unlike any Lazar had ever experienced and he was no stranger to pain. With the delightful scent of the half breed filling his senses while she perched on his chest and lower abdomen, Lazar Aspion groaned loudly in pain.

Retta Leonidas had turned her healing power into a weapon just as her mother had mastered and then shown her two daughters. Anja had passed this knowledge to Calyb and Duewa as well for right now they were the only ones with the necessary power and skill to reverse the healing properties of the radiation in their bodies and turn it in to a weapon. Retta had essentially turned Lazar’s molecules inside out all around the area where she had touched him. While not permanent in any way at this stage, any of them could simply adjust what the radiation would do and they could kill easily. Right now all Retta wanted to do was incapacitate Lazar and she had succeeded brilliantly, though her heart was not really into it. Retta wanted this man, she wanted to feel his aura wrapped around her, wanted to feel him buried inside her lithe body and making her scream out his name. The pain she was causing him made her heart ache, but one thing echoed in her mind. 

Blood before all else.
Anja Leonidas, petite and sinfully gorgeous as her beloved Martin had called her through the years, was anything but right now. Anja had taken Rhaos down with the same ease as Retta had taken Lazar down, and she had dropped all of her one hundred and three pounds on his chest. The air had rushed from his chest, unprepared for such an action and now that blade was buried in his shoulder and Anja held a fist full of his dark blond hair in her left hand. She was splayed across his body in what could be described by some as a sexual nature but the only wolf body or aura that affected Anja in any way now was Martin’s. Her jade green eyes were fully changed and her dual wolf fangs were extended fully and it was the most frightening thing Rhaos had ever seen in his life and this is what froze him from trying to throw her off him.

That and the blade she had savagely yanked from his shoulder and was now pressed to his throat.

There were six others in the rear with Rhaos and Lazar and none of them were prepared for the attack that came when Anja shouted that one word. Lazar and Rhaos could only watch in the midst of their pain as the air and light in the ship shifted and shimmered in front of them and five figures appeared like vaes from the thin air. Zarah Leonidas, Lucia and Radem struck with brutal efficiency. Zarah and Lucia had been training every spare moment with Radem over the last weeks, absorbing all of the vast knowledge and skill that he was willing to bestow on them. Radem did so enthusiastically and to the very best of his ability for he had found a new niche in this life. Androcles had given him the opportunity to regain his honor and the honor of the Evolli people and Radem had taken it and never looked back. Three times he had been able to communicate with those of his family still alive on the Evolli homeworld and they spoke in hopeful terms for their future. Lycavorians, Elves, even Algolians were now openly working on the planet and helping the Evolli to restore their cities and their culture to what it had once been. This was something Radem could never repay Androcles for and so he had chosen to remain with Soul Slayers’ father and train his daughter and one who he loved as a daughter. This was something Radem took great pride in. He afforded them no respite because of who Zarah and Lucia were, his vow to Martin Leonidas always foremost in his mind, but they were advancing far faster than Radem had ever expected and he was impressed with them. 
The one thing that had been made clear before ever leaving Ventori, there was to be no killing. 
That however, did not mean that Zarah Leonidas could not take out her anger on the fool in front of her for what had happened to her mother. Zarah jammed stiffened fingers into the Lycavorians’ throat, just as Anja had done, causing him to gag horribly and drop his weapon as he reached for his throat with both hands unable to breath. Zarah Leonidas didn’t pause and simply put all of her considerable combined wolf and vampire strength into the next blow which took him directly over his cheekbone. His cheekbone shattered, his legs buckled, his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he dropped to the deck like a limp noodle. 
Lucia had released Radem’s arm as the shadows she and Zarah had been holding fell away and she wrapped her arm around the neck of another Lycavorian and basically dropped to the deck right where she was. With her right arm supporting the rear of his neck so that it did not break, Lucia tightened her left arm around his throat and dropped straight down. This gave her the added pressure to effectively cut off the man’s air flow and since he had no leverage to try and throw her off, he dropped into unconsciousness within twenty seconds. Radem waited until the shadows had fallen away from him completely and he brought the short pair of thick Evolli fighting sticks down into the Lycavorians’ face with vicious power and superior agility. The blows landed before the man knew what was happening and cut both sides of his cheeks open to the bone. As he shifted his body to meet the attack, Radem brought both the sticks across the man’s face with brutal power and he watched as his body went limp and he dropped to the deck beside his companions.

The second group of three were just a little further behind the first group and they were unlimbering their weapons when Tir'ut dropped the shadows away from him and Kalis and they both attacked without compassion. 
Tir'ut used his superior size and massive strength and simply snatched two of the Lycavorians in his large hands by their throats and lifted them off the deck with his enormous Immortal strength. He blurred forward and then slammed them into the bulkhead with barely harnessed power. They had killed innocents and then stood around and did nothing as another of their kind nearly beat one who his precious Normya called mother to death. Tir'ut was not in the mood to play games with these fools and he would have happily done anything to get out of the cramped space behind the small pilot’s quarters where he and Kalis had been hiding with Normya sandwiched between them.

For Kalis personally, it had been a request from Androcles that he had answered without even thinking. He had said yes before Andro had even finished asking him to do this honestly, as had Serale and now she and Normya were in the cockpit helping Tina and Endith to secure the two idiots with them. He was truly a Leonidas now Kalis knew, for they showed this to him and Serale nearly every day. Several couples on SPARTA'S WRATH had begun meeting him and Serale for breakfast in the Mess Lounge and they were beginning to build relationships across the massive ship. It was a sense of peace and purpose that Kalis felt now that he was among his true family and blood. For'mya and Anja most of all had been the ones to help him and Serale first and to know what they had done to his Tenna did not sit well with his wolf blood in the least. Kalis didn’t hesitate or pause in his actions, much like Tir'ut. He was angry about what had happened but he knew that killing was not an option. He did however, much like his cousin Zarah, not have a problem inflicting as much pain as he could. As Tir'ut dropped the shadows from around their bodies he dropped to his knees and slid forward on the deck. His first punch was directly to the third man’s groin and he howled in agony as Kalis’ punch smashed into his testicles with no mercy. He dropped his weapon and reached for his groin leaving his upper body unprotected. Kalis ended his howling with a simple uppercut fueled by his Lycavorian and Kavalian strength. It was a blow that lifted the man completely off the deck in place and then dropped him back to the deck, out for the count. 

Anja felt nothing but love for her pulsing from her family as Mari and Tobia moved quickly to secure the weapons the COLS troops had dropped. She snarled once more and stared evilly into Rhaos’ eyes. 

“Pen enar flana forn regovar niob for forn enar ter narte lae!” Anja growled viciously right into his face, her lips curled back in a savage expression and only a mere three inches from Rhaos’ cheek. “Pen caoira tonvar terit nytas el flanayng duan cafna brey forn ineir!” (I could kill you right now and you could not stop me. I should spill your guts for killing our people like you did.)

“Wait!” Lazar shouted in a herculean effort against the pain ravaging his senses and he held out his hand towards her, ignoring the horrible pain coursing through him from where Retta had touched him. “We…!”

Anja struck with the speed of a Rock Spider and she wrenched the blade from Rhaos’ neck and stabbed the blade down into Lazar’s palm, the blade striking deep and penetrating entirely through his whole hand before the tip of the blade hit the deck. Anja was pulling it out and placing it to Rhaos’ throat before Lazar began to scream.

Retta chuckled from atop his chest even though she almost felt the pain he felt in her own body. “Oops!” She spoke. “Pen osdra un neval forn ter un sheos.” (I forgot to tell you not to move.)

“You will be dead before they move.” Anja growled into Rhaos’ face now. “Your friend will be dead one second after that. And your souls will go to the pits of jorbhe for your actions in killing innocent Lycavorians. There were children among them!” Anja almost screamed. 
“We were only there… we were only there to gather information!” Lazar hissed out the words as his blood continued to burn and spill onto the deck. “I am in command and Sibot’s actions are my responsibility! I did not order him to do what he did! He was operating under different orders! Orders from my father that he did not tell me! You… you may be half breed but…”

Lazar was unprepared for the slap that Retta smashed across his face and this caused his cheek to hit the deck none to gently. His dark eyes came up and he glared at her through his added pain.


“Call my mother a half breed again and I will melt the skin from your face very painfully igord.” Retta snarled at him now as she moved her fingers and the glow in her hand became slightly more powerful. 


Anja’s eyes never left Rhaos as she began speaking again. “We were tracking your ship the moment you entered the system fool boy.” She snarled. “Did you think our son would not tell us about you and your pitiful ships and stealth abilities?” Rhaos looked at her, his eyes growing wider. “We planned for you to find my ship idiot! We wanted you to take us so that we could make our own discoveries about you, initiate contact with your government and then make peaceful overtures. Your actions have all but ruined that now. You killed men, women and children under the protection of the King of the Lycavorian Union. He will not be happy in the least and he will want blood for what your men did.” Anja gripped the pommel of the R4 tighter and gave it a slight twist and push against the flesh of his neck causing Rhaos to hiss in pain. “Nothing to say now igord!” Anja growled.

“I would have… I would never had allowed him to do such a thing had I known what he was planning.” Lazar rasped out the words. “My father has spies everywhere! He trusts no one! Sibot was one of those spies and he was acting under different orders! I would not order the killing of our own people even if they were Beta wolves! It is against everything my mother taught me as I was growing! Everything Rhaos’ mother taught him!”


Anja cut her eyes to where Lazar was on the deck and he could see those jade green orbs almost glowing like those of her daughter’s dark green ones. “So what was your plan big boy?” Anja snapped. “Hand us over to your father?”

“What?” Lazar barked. “No! I was going to take you… my mother is Matriarch to the Mountain Packs! She would have protected you!”


“If your father is King, wouldn’t that make your mother Queen?” Anja spat. “Do you think we are fools?”


Lazar shook his head quickly causing pain to lance through his shoulder and neck from where Retta had her hand on his shoulder now. “No!” He gasped. “They… my mother hates him! He tried to have her killed! And she is not… she is not Queen!”


Anja looked up when she saw Zarah touch her finger to her ear and then look at her. Zarah moved towards her and squatted near Rhaos’ head. “The two in the cockpit have been subdued mother.” She spoke. “The ship is ours once more.”


Anja nodded and looked down at Rhaos beneath her. Anja Leonidas was a fire brand and always had been. It was one of the reasons Martin and her fellow Queens loved her so dearly. She was also a superior soldier however, and many put her just below Aricia when it came to fighting skills. Anja Leonidas, though she would never admit it to anyone, was also one of the most compassionate and intelligent individuals alive. She pulled the R4 from Rhaos’ throat and dropped it to the lightweight shirt he was wearing. She sliced open the shirt where she had stabbed him and then brought her left hand forward and covered the very deep, and painful wound. Rhaos’ eyes grew wide as he saw her hand begin to glow white and he then felt the warmth surge through his shoulder and the pain was gone instantly. He glanced down to where her hand was and saw the soft, glowing white light over the wound and he could actually feel the flesh of his body knitting back together. Within seconds the wound was gone as if it had never been inflicted and he lifted his eyes to Anja’s face.


“How did you…?” He gasped. “What are you?”


Anja rose to her feet after wiping the blood from the R4 on his shirt. She looked over at Retta and nodded her head. Retta instantly reversed her power once more and poured forth a healing pulse into Lazar’s shoulder healing whatever damage she may have done and instantly the pain was gone. Lazar exhaled in massive relief and watched her with wide eyes as Retta sat up on his chest and held out her hand.


“Give me your hand.” She spoke.


Lazar hesitated after seeing and feeling what she could do and Retta rolled her eyes. “Atle a jonia.” She commented as she reached out and took his large hand in hers. Fighting to keep her raging hormones in check Retta held his hand on both sides and sent a healing pulse through his flesh, quickly knotting the flesh back together and healing completely any damage done to his hand. “My father and my brothers have experienced pain on a daily basis that is far more than what you just felt. Be lucky they are not here, for you would not be alive to experience anything if they were.” She told him playfully as she tossed his hand down on to his chest and leaned over close to his face seeing his eyes go wide. Retta couldn’t help herself and completely by instinct she inhaled deeply of his wild apples and cinnamon scent right next to his cheek. It was the most devastating scent she had ever smelled and Retta Leonidas nearly became wet at her center as it filtered through her senses and her body. (What a baby)

Thankfully for Retta, even though Lazar was just as confused and consumed with her honey and mint scent and what was raging through him because of it, Zarah and Lucia took note of what was going on and Zarah instantly acted to help her sister. She pulled Retta to her feet and away from him and gripped her hand as Lucia took her other hand and they moved close to her.


[Draw from Lucia and I sister.] Zarah told her in the shielded connection reaching up to caress her sister’s cheek.


[He is so… Zar he is so delicious and he smells so good!] Retta exclaimed. [Why does my blood call for him so? Why?]


[It is our instincts sister.] Zarah told her now. [Our father’s blood is so potent it will always seek the same in return.]


[Pull from Zarah and I Retta.] Lucia told her even as she and Zarah pressed closer to her. [Pull from us what you need. Zarah and I have found each other and only one man can affect us now. Take our peace and use it to help you control the storm of emotions within you.]


Retta didn’t hesitate and she closed her eyes and reached for her sister and Lucia and she found a wall of calm and serenity which she immediately let swallow her up. The effect was very telling and she suddenly became calm and very much in control once more.


Anja looked at Kalis as he stepped up to her while Tir'ut and Radem kept their weapons trained on the conscious COLS soldiers.


“Tenna?” Kalis asked with much concern in his voice for her. Anja smiled and reached out to squeeze his arm as she took several deep breaths and nodded.


“I am fine mandri.” Anja told him.


“What do we do now?” Kalis asked her.


Anja looked at Lazar on the floor. His eyes were focused on Retta and Anja could detect his heightened state of arousal and how his male aura was leaking outward. Whoever he was, his blood was very pure for she had only ever seen this sort of reaction for a female wolf from a pureblood of at least 180 or above in his PCC count. He was controlling it quite admirably Anja thought, but it was most definitely affecting him in a way he had never experienced before and he didn’t seem to understand it. This was not going to sit well with Androcles or Calyb or her other brothers for that matter Anja knew. And after what had taken place, Anja knew for certain that Martin would not be happy in the least.

“That is up to our friend here.” Anja spoke drawing Lazar’s attention to her. He rose to his feet slowly, obviously embarrassed that he had been taken down by a female half his size and strength and concerned for what he now saw arrayed against them. His friend Rhaos was no different and Anja needed to reach across that divide now. “I think it might be time to stop and get to know one another before we move forward.”

“Do we have a choice?” Rhaos asked evenly but Anja could detect the slight anger in his tone.


Anja nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “Choice number one, we sit and talk before we go any further. Which is what I think both our sides wanted to begin with until some asshole idiot did something stupid.” This statement was something Lazar was surprised by. This woman acted just as his mother would have acted. There were certain Lycavorians on Jetania who were famous among the different packs for being able to help others put aside differences and come to peaceful resolutions of problems even after decades of fighting. His mother had done this very thing with dozens of Mountain Packs and now this woman was reaching out in the same manner.

Lazar nodded his head. “Yes.”


“And choice number two?” Rhaos asked as he looked at Tir'ut and Kalis nervously. Both of them appeared ready to shoot him dead if he even sneezed inappropriately. The massive one was unlike any species he had ever seen, easily six and a half feet tall and broader than Rhaos’ own father. The smaller one was not fully wolf, but as with the half breed females, the wolf blood in him was far more powerful and he had been born the way he was. Not turned.

“Choice number two is I order my pilots to turn around and take us back to Ventori.” Anja told him as she replaced the R4 back in its hidden sheath at the small of her back. “There you will find my children waiting for you. If you are lucky enough to survive your encounter with them, and you won’t survive given what my son Androcles will do to you, then my mate will definitely kill all of you for what this Sibot did.” Anja looked at Lazar.

“Then… then you are a Queen?” Lazar gasped aloud. “But you are a half…” Lazar’s eyes quickly went to where Retta was staring at him with those incredible dark green orbs. Lazar looked away quickly and then back to Anja. “You are not fully wolf.”

Anja shrugged her shoulders. “I am one of six Queens and Martin Leonidas is King and he is not real forgiving when it comes to those who kill our people. Especially women and children.” Anja looked back to Rhaos. “It’s your choice. Make it now. I’m not the patient type.”

“I like choice one.” Lazar spoke quickly.


Rhaos nodded his head. “Definitely choice one.”

VENTORI


He groaned softly in pain even as he dragged himself another several meters along the tall grass. His legs were broken he was sure and probably several of his ribs since he was spitting up blood. Sibot cursed Lazar under his breath, never suspecting that he would have the courage to throw him from the ship as he did. The fall was nothing, perhaps a hundred meters, but he had landed awkwardly and both his legs broke instantly upon hitting the ground and as he rolled to the side, he came down across a large log which broke his at least two of his ribs. The pain was intense, more than anything he had felt in his life he concluded, but he could not let it affect him. He was on a hostile planet and his own kind was hunting him, no matter who they were. The only way to remain alive was to get as far away from the clearing as he could. With a herculean effort he fought down the pain and began to crawl away as quickly as he was able. He needed to find a place where he could shift and reset his bones so that they could heal.  
He thought he had seen a ridge nearby that appeared to drop into a ravine with small caves. If he could reach one of those he might be able to avoid the patrols which would be filling this area quickly. He would get to this cave, shift to heal his wounds, rest for a day or two and then find a way of this planet. He did not care who he needed to kill in order to achieve that, all that drove him now was finding Lazar Aspion and killing him in the most painful way he could imagine.


King Aspion had suspected that Lazar was not fully loyal to him for some time. He spent far too much of his down time on Jetania with the Ranev Mountain Pack and almost no time in the capital city seeking out females to mate with or drinks to consume. Juyno, the King’s oldest son, hated Lazar. They were complete opposites, Juyno using his position to force others to give him what he wanted, especially the young females coming into Phase. Lazar showed no interest in the many females who frequented the capital city and the many Mating Clubs where many found their mates. The clubs were many, they were loud and boisterous, the young wolves, male and female going to them in order to seek partners. Most were saturated with the mating pheromones from both male and female wolves through the air circulating system, allowing both genders to be more free with their actions. It was not uncommon to see male and female wolves mating right on the many dance floors, their naked flesh slick with sweat and effort. Sibot had gone to enough of these clubs to know that Lazar never set foot in one even though many of the females would have done whatever he asked of them in order to gain his favor. He may have been Prince, but he was so very different than his brothers and sisters. And Sibot knew he had ulterior motives for almost everything he did. Osrod thought him to be another young wolf thinking with his cock and not his head but Sibot knew otherwise. Lazar was always up to something, though after two years on his ship he could not find anything to use against him. Lazar’s senior officers were young wolves he had grown with, all of them from the different Mountain Packs, and even those wolves from the City and Plains Packs aboard the ship were completely loyal to Lazar. 


These were the thoughts going through his head as he crested the shallow ridge and saw the ten-foot drop into the creek bed below. Sibot groaned in relief and took a deep breath to endure the pain as he pushed himself forward and down. He cried out in pain as he began to roll down the shallow embankment and this did not stop until he came to rest with his upper body in the running waters of the creek. Groaning in agony Sibot reached out and cupped a handful of water into his mouth, wetting his parched lips and enjoying the cool liquid sliding down his throat. He stuck his entire face into the creek and drank heavily, the cold water refreshing him and almost making the ache from his broken ribs disappear. 


Sibot looked up quickly when he heard the splashing and found himself staring at the two pairs of armored legs and feet.

“Naltai medwaw nubouur!” The voice from behind him growled. (Hello mother fucker) 

Sibot screamed as he felt the piercing pain stab down through his leg and into the ground. His legs may have been broken but he could still feel the pain as the shaft of something metallic in nature sank into the earth four inches, impaling his leg to the ground. Through his pain Sibot saw two more sets of armored legs and he lifted his head further to see four massive figures standing in a semi-circle in front of him. All of them wore a strange type of full body armor and helmets that hid the majority of their faces, leaving only thin slits where their eyes and mouths were. Sibot could see the fangs though and he could now smell the scents of three powerful Alphas and a Beta wolf who had an aura unlike any Beta wolf he had ever seen on Jetania.


“Forn dervi endina forn enar vorshy orlye corlay for nyek ineir forn?” The female voice spoke now and Sibot lifted his head further up and saw the long legs and feminine shape of the dark skinned female as she moved closer. The armor conformed to her very shapely figure, her white hair long and rich as it spilled over her shoulders. Her breasts were high and firm and her waist narrow. Her legs seemed to go on forever and they ended at the shape of her woman’s mound. Sibot’s eyes grew wider when he smelled her scent and the blood of the Alpha who had claimed this turned female. Then he saw the four-inch-high, pointed elven ears and his eyes grew wider still as Nayeca stopped walking towards him, two of the men parting a little for her to squat in front of his face. (You didn’t think you could actually crawl away and hide did you?)

Nayeca tilted her head slightly and looked at the man, his face scratched up from his trek through the tall grass and rough terrain. She watched the man’s dark eyes fill with confusion as Nayeca allowed the change to come over her and her wolf fangs extended fully and her amber colored eyes were encircled by a thick black ring.


“I am Star Colonel Nayeca Simpson.” Nayeca began to speak once more. “Drow wife and mate to General/Colonel Daniel Simpson. Mard Fervon to the King.” Nayeca lifted her hand and motioned to the four men standing around her. “These men you see around you; they are the Durcunusaan, the Wolves of the Blood. Guardians of the Royal Family. Unfortunately for you, they are not in a particularly good mood today. They would know the scent of their Queen’s blood anywhere, and they could track it across the face of this very planet if need be. They smell her blood on you igord. You must be the nubous amlian who thought he could lay his hands upon one of our Queens and live to tell of it.”


Sibot screamed once more in sheer agony as the Durcunusaan who had impaled his leg grabbed the Nehtes and twisted the shaft viciously.

“We have your ship in orbit.” Nayeca continued. “We have captured those who were here on the surface as well.”


“I will… I will tell you nothing!” Sibot screamed out the words.


Sibot’s head rocked back from the trip hammer like blow that Nayeca hit him with. A heel strike with all of her combined wolf and elven power and Sibot’s nose crumbled and broke, blood spurting from the wound as his nose cartilage burst from below the skin.


“You will sing like a bird for me.” Nayeca growled as she rose to her feet. “And it will be neither painless nor short I promise you!” Nayeca nodded her head and the Durcunusaan on her right drove his armored fist down into Sibot’s head with devastating power, the blow knocking Sibot into blackness. “Call for a STRIKER Rstev. Priority extraction. Inform Daniel we have the man who assaulted Anja.” Nayeca spoke turning to look at the Durcunusaan to her left.


“Lady Nayeca.” The man bowed his head and lifted his hand to tap his helmet COM.


Nayeca looked at the others. “Two of you drag his stinking carcass to the clearing we passed a hundred meters back. Do try to not get any of his blood on your armor. Once there, stabilize him so that he does not die, then have one of our Hadarian medics heal his legs. They appear to be broken. Martin will want to speak with him.”


One of the Durcunusaan grunted. “I doubt speaking is on the King’s agenda.” He said. “Breaking his legs again is more like it.”

“None of this is the Durcunusaan’s fault and I want you to make sure all of them know it.” Nayeca spoke once more. “Martin and Andro hold only themselves to blame for this. They should have informed you of what they had planned and we could have kept this from ever happening. They know this.”

The Durcunusaan looked at her and Nayeca saw one of them grin under his helmet. “What?” She asked.


“We know of the King’s penchant for risks Lady Nayeca.” The Durcunusaan spoke in reply. “Queen Anja as well. We cannot prepare for everything. Our officers may be rezza that the King and Androcles left them out of the loop, but we know different.”


“What do you know?” Nayeca asked.


“Whoever these igords are, once Queen Anja unleashes her temper and her tongue on them, they will be begging us to take her back. Who in their right mind would want a ackny sibfla malda female wolf in their midst. Especially one as skilled as Queen Anja.” The man spoke and Nayeca heard the other Durcunusaan chuckle softly in agreement. (Bat shit crazy)

Nayeca laughed softly and nodded her head feeling the anxiousness and anger over what happen bleeding away slowly. “Yes, they will.” She agreed. “Yes, they will.” 

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE


“…Told you what they were capable of!” Dynina shouted as she paced back and forth in the Command Center obviously very angry. “Why did you not listen?! Perlae and Ishma told you who they were and what they were capable of! You ignored our many warnings and acted piegnos!”


Gorgo, Dasha and Jezima were standing behind her as Dynina ranted at Martin, none of them wishing to interfere for they did feel the same way. However, Gorgo knew her son well and Dasha knew the man who worshiped her daughter well, and both of them knew Martin did nothing without a carefully thought out plan. Martin, Androcles, Murano and Daniel were at the main chart table going over the reports that were coming in and seemingly not listening to her which only enraged Dynina more. Gorgo saw it coming first but she was unable to stop Dynina from reaching out and finally grabbing Martin’s thick arm.


“You are not listening to me!” Dynina barked once more as she yanked his arm. “You need to listen…”


Martin Leonidas was a patient man and he could tolerate quite a bit, but given everything that had happened up until now, he was at the end of that patience. He whirled around, his eyes changing and his dual fangs exploding from his gums and he growled savagely and snapped his jaws together. This action caused Dynina’s eyes to go wide and she staggered back in fear at the look in those beautiful yellow gold wolf eyes.

“Enough staania!” He bellowed.


Dynina was made of stern material however, over forty thousand years of experience and loss fueling her desires. She stepped closer to him now, her own dual fangs extending and her eyes changing to that of the Matriarch wolf within her. In nearly thirty thousand years, no one had barked at her in anger as Martin just had. Dynina was unprepared for it but she did not back down in the least. No one moved to interfere, for no one wanted to come between them.

“Do not bark at me like some handmaiden Martin Leonidas!” Dynina snarled at him. “I am…”


“I know who you are!” Martin growled stepping closer to her. Dynina looked into those eyes and for a tiny fraction of a second she could almost feel the power within him, coursing through him, and it was terrifying to behold. “You are my staania, and I love you, but I am King!” Martin shouted at her. “I will decide what we will do and not do with my Queens at my side!”

“I have told you everything you need to know about the Coalition!” Dynina snapped right back. “You chose to ignore it and now look at what has happened! You should have listened to me!”


“I did listen to you!” Martin growled once more, his eyes never leaving her gaze. “And I decided to gather more information! They are Lycavorian staania! I will not just dismiss them out of hand!”


“They are not like us!” Dynina barked. “They are cruel and savage! They conquer others! Osrod rules out of fear and his lust for power! And he is always seeking more power, just as his father and his grandfather did! You dismissed what we told you and now look at what it has caused!”


“I dismissed nothing!” Martin shouted. “I cannot good make decisions based on one or two opinions! Opinions that are tainted by events that occurred in the past!”


Dynina’s eyes grew wide and she looked at him. “Tainted!” She gasped. “How dare you! What happened to me has nothing to do with this!”


“Doesn’t it?” Martin hissed. “What happened to you, as vile and horrific as it was, it has shaped your view of these Lycavorians for centuries now! You see nothing else staania! You feel nothing else! I cannot do that staania.” 


“You do not believe me?” Dynina gasped in shock.


Martin shook his head. “That is not what I said and you know it.” He spoke a tad more calmly now. “I am King. Aricia, Anja, For'mya, they are three of my Queens. We will decide which direction to pursue and we will do so with all of the intelligence that we can possibly gather! In whatever manner we can gather it! I will not simply give up on our people based on one or two individual opinions formed millennia ago. I cannot do that. They are my people staania.”


“They are not your people!” Dynina barked angrily. “They are savages who have never evolved past what we once were on Lycavore! They do not deserve what you give them Martin Leonidas!”


Martin stared at her for a long moment and then nodded his head. “Maybe not. But I will give them that opportunity.”


“Why?” Dynina barked. “After all I have told you about them? Why?”


“Because they are my people.” Martin said softly. “The day that I stop believing in my people is the day that I will take my Queens and I will leave all of this King shit behind forever. I never fucking wanted it in the first place.”


“Destiny is…” Dynina began to speak.


“Destiny!” Martin barked angrily now as he glared at her. “Nubou Aldom! You think I am doing this because it’s supposedly my destiny? I don’t give a rat fuck about destiny!”


Dynina looked at him with wide eyes, shocked at his words. “But… if you are not… if you are not here because of this, then why are you here?”


Martin stepped closer to her. “I came out here looking for my past.” Martin spoke softly. “I wanted to discover my history. Our people’s history. I wanted to discover everything I could about the people I have only seen in my dreams, waking or otherwise. Grandfather Sumar most of all.” Everyone saw Jezima bring her hands to her face as her eyes flooded with tears at his words, Gorgo reaching for her as did Dasha. “What I am doing right now, I am doing because it is the right thing to do! It’s the right thing to do staania, and you know it is in your heart. Pen gur ter hipe aur bara oia aur cafna covi. Covi. Gur forn?” (I will not turn my back on my people ever. Ever. Will you?)


Dynina stared at him for a long moment wrestling with her inner emotions but found she could not deny what he was saying. The call of the wolf blood within her was just too strong to ignore. She finally shook her head slowly. “Joa.” She answered.


Martin’s fangs and wolf eyes returned to normal then and he nodded his head before pulling Dynina into his arms and hugging her tightly. Dynina sighed heavily and returned the embrace, wrapping her arms around his waist and relishing in the sensations of family and love that engulfed her. 


Dynina drew her head back but did not release him as she looked into his eyes. “What now?” She asked. “We must go after her. She is your wife and mate Martin.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes, she is.” He answered. “You don’t honestly believe that I would send one of those who holds my heart and soul in their hands on a mission like this without support do you?”

“I would never have believed you would do such a thing to begin with.” Dynina told him. “So obviously I do not know what you would do.”


Martin grinned. “Predictable is boring.” He told her.


“Carians I hate when he says that.” Gorgo spoke openly now, rolling her eyes in disgust and drawing soft laughter from those in the room.


“What of those who were taken from us today?” Dynina asked. “This act will cannot go unpunished Martin.”


Martin nodded his head. “And it won’t.” He told her. “Pen marvan forn.”


“What is this support for Anja that you speak of aur keto?” Gorgo asked now.


Martin glanced back at Androcles and saw him smiling back at his father because of the question. He turned back to his mother. “One very large, half Immortal half vampire wrecking machine; one large, half Kavalian half Lycavorian who worships his Tenna Anja; a pair of young, shadow ladies who positively hate violence, and one Evolli assassin who knows more ways to kill someone than I do.”


“What mother’s temper does not do, Radem, Kalis and the others will finish.” Androcles stated with that smile. “Tenna Endith has already sent the signal that they have retaken the ship staania.”


“Wait!” Dynina said. “Retaken the ship!? The reports… they said almost a dozen COLS soldiers got on the ship before it took off.” She said.


Martin chuckled. “Against my little Firecracker…” Martin said with a smile. “Sibfla, they should have brought more. Trust me, you don’t want to be in the same zip code when Anja gets wound up.”


Danny shook his head. “Nope. No way.” He chimed in. “Not if you got half a brain and like your nor where they are and still able to function.”


“Daniel Simpson!” Dasha blurted out.


“Oops!” Danny said. “Sorry.”


All of them turned when the door to the Command Center opened and Archer stepped into the large room. Martin turned to face him but kept one arm around Dynina holding her close.


“Archer?” Martin asked.


Archer met Martin’s eyes as he moved a little closer. “Milord… a STRIKER is returning with Colonel Nayeca and her Durcunusaan detachment. They found the one who was thrown from the ship as it was taking off.” Archer moved closer still. “He is the one responsible for beating Queen Anja Milord. Her blood was still on his knuckles. He is also the one responsible for shooting Atropos and Prince Calyb and the one who ordered shooting the civilians. Colonel Nayeca already confirmed this with the survivors at the clearing.”


Everyone in the Command Center fell silent as they looked at Martin Leonidas. His smile had disappeared and his dark eyes had narrowed slightly. He didn’t take his eyes off Archer but his words were directed at his grandmother.


“Andro… find Nalmos and those Justices who have arrived from the Tasmor homeworld. Bring them to the south pad. And bring the one Sadi captured as well.” Martin spoke. “You said this act cannot go unpunished staania.” He continued as she looked up into his face. “It starts now.” He said coldly and then he began walking out of the Command Center.

